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One. 


Author's Notes: 
This is more fluffy and cutesy than full-on slash, but yeah. 


The Los Angeles sunlight gleamed through the countryside mansion's bedroom window. The birds outside 
chirped their "good morning" song, and the trees swayed from the brisk morning breeze. The sky was a 
grayish-blue color with the sun peeking out of the white clouds. Inside, Nikki occasionally tossed around in his 
bed; he was certainly not ready to get up and greet the day. He moaned slightly as the sunlight became 
brighter, and pulled the covers back over him, burying his head into a pillow. 


A thin brunette walked into the room and leaned against the doorway. He tapped the doorframe like it was a 
drum and smiled at the man in the bed. He walked over and crawled in beside Nikki, rubbing his back. 


"C'mon, man. Time to get up." 


Nikki moaned, snuggling his head further into the pillow. "Noooo.. go away, Tommy...” 


Tommy grinned. "I'm not leaving until you get your ass up." 

Another groan. "Fucking go away... l'm tired.” 

"| figured. But, bro, we have a meeting to go to." 

Tommy sighed and yanked the covers off the man in the bed. Nikki loudly moaned in displeasure, reaching for 
the blanket and keeping his eyes closed. Tommy couldn't help but take a minute to stare; Nikki was just perfect. 
He had went to sleep in the clothes he wear the day before: a button-up shirt, which was completely 
unbuttoned now, and black jeans, which definitely brought out his thighs. Tommy grinned and realized he was 
lucky. Nikki was just.. well, perfect. 


His train of thought was cut off by the sound of Nikki's deep snores. The drummer giggled quietly and shook 


Nikki, who moaned and groaned in protest. 

"You're not getting out that easily, Sixx." 

The bassist, who still had his eyes shut, frowned. "Why can't | just sleep..2" 

"Trust me, if we didn't have this meeting and shit, I'd be asleep with you.” 

Nikki moaned and, to Tommy's surprise, slowly swung his legs over the edge of the bed and sat up. Tommy sat 
up as well and started to massage Nikki's shoulders. Nikki closed his eyes, breathing deeply, Tommy knew the 
bassist was doing his morning meditation. The drummer took the opportunity to bury his nose in Nikki's soft, 
black hair. He smiled to himself; Nikki always had a wonderful scent of vanilla in his hair. Tommy continued to 
massage Nikki, moving down to the middle of the bassist's back. Nikki opened his eyes and moaned in pleasure. 
He started to lightly stroke Tommy's thigh. 

"Don't do that, man.. you'll make me go back to bed" 


Tommy frowned. "Oh no you won't, Ill -" 


The drummer could not finish his sentence, as Nikki had planted his lips onto Tommy's. The brunette was 
slightly surprised, but opened his mouth and let the black-haired's tongue mingle and play with his. 


Nikki broke the kiss and smiled lovingly at the drummer. "I didn't mean to go to sleep, love..." 
Tommy giggled. "Well, | hate to break it to ya, bro, but we have a meeting.” 
Nikki pouted. "Yeah, yeah..” 


Tommy looked in Nikki's eyes and could tell he was still tired. The bassist's eyes were glassy and red, and his 


eyelids were heavy and trying to close whenever they could. The drummer frowned.. he hated seeing his lover 


so miserable. He picked up his phone and called the manager. Nikki looked at him and tilted his head like a 
confused puppy. 


"Yeah, Tim? Uh, we can't make it to that meeting.. Naw, we just don't feel too hot.. Yeah... ‘Kay, thanks bro." 
“Tommy, what did you do?" 


Tommy laid down on the bed, pulling Nikki down with him. "Lied to our manager and got us out of that damn 


meeting." 

Nikki's eyes widened in slight surprise. Then, he smiled, giving Tommy a kiss on the lips. "Thank you, love." 
"Now, get some sleep. You look like shit" 

Nikki groggily smiled and then yawned into Tommy's chest. He then snuggled into the drummer, who smiled. 
"| love you, Nik," he said as he stroked the bassist's hair. 


He did not get a response; Nikki was already asleep. Tommy laughed and continued to stroke Nikki's hair and rub 
his back. 


"Sleep well, hun." 


